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FOREWORD 


Education has been the basis of our socio-cultural 
development. It inculcates the value systems and improves 
the skills and abilities in the people. lts success depends 
upon the diffusion of knowledge consistent with the cultural 
heritage. 


In the context of the exponential growth in the field of 
Science and Technology and the challenges of the 21st 
century, there is a greater need for broadening the vision of 
our children. For this we have to give a fresh look to the 
process ofeducation rightfromthe formative stage. We have 
to re-orient the process through a narrative system to make 
it more effective in the form of short stories which could be 
close to the life of the people and which could create a 
greater impact on the young minds. 


National Productivity Council, with the cooperation and 
support of NCERT and Central Board of Secondary 
Education, has been making efforts to integrate productivity 
as a subject in the elementary stage of education by 
organising workshops and developing literature and 
audio-visual aids. We feel grateful to Dr. Krish Pennathur, a 
former Executive Director and an Internationally renowned 
expert on Productivity for having written a book for the 
children with productivity as its central theme. We are 
gratified in presenting the publication titled Tales from 
Productivity’ for children. This publication, we hope, will 


“prove useful even to the parents and the teachers to become 
more innovative in communicating with the children. 


We wish to record our thanks to Dr. Krish Pennathur for his 
valuable contribution to the productivity literature and trust 
that ‘Tales from Productivity’ will become a powerful vehicle 
for promoting productivity through effective communica- 
tion with our young children. 


Dr. A.N. Saxena 
Director General 


Dated : 14th Nov. '85 National Productivity Council 


Author’s Preface 
(FOR TEACHERS AND PARENTS) 


Even before the child is one year old, we start reinforcing in 
him or her the value of ethics and morality. In respect of the 
theme of Productivity, however, the teaching starts only 
when a person finishes education and embarks on a career. 
More often than not, education and training in Productivity 
are given to people who are over 40 years of age. There have 
been many instances where Productivity programmes have 
been administered to.people on the verge of retirement, asa 
rehabilitation scheme for post-retirement reemployment! It 
is obviously not realised that it is too late for them to absorb 
and imbibe new concepts and philosophies. 


In the ultimate analysis, Productivity is an attitude of mind, 
even as ethics and morality are. This attitude has to be 
cultivated from one’s childhood, nay even infanthood. It 
must be inculcated in the impressionable, formative and 
mouldable minds of children. It must be further reinforced 
by teaching the concepts of Productivity in the primary and 
secondary schools, so that it becomes a way of life. As a 
school subject, Productivity is more important than 
Geography or Biology. 


It is with this idea in mind that the Author produced the first 
version of ‘Tales From Productivity’ for children. This was 
published in commemoration of the Second World 
Productivity Congress held at Sydney, Australia іп 
September 1977. Since then, Productivity is being taught as 
a subject in some selected primary schools in Bombay. 
There is a long way to go yet before the teaching of 
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Productivity in primary and secondary schools becomes a 
standard practice in all the schools throughout the country. 


It is, therefore, a happy augury that the National Productivity 
Council of India (NPC), under the leadership of Dr. A.N. 
Saxena, is according high priority to the education оғ. 
children in the precepts of Productivity. As one of the 
measures for achieving this aim, the NPC has commissioned 
the author to write this book of short stories based on some 


of the concepts of Productivity, for children of the age group 
of eight to twelve. 


hs is fervently hoped that this initiative by the NPC results 
In the inclusion of Productivity as a Subjectinthe curriculum 


of all schools in India. India would then have set the model 
for her Sister-nations to adapt from. 


To make this project a success, the whole-hearted 
cooperation, support and guidance of parents and teachers 
would be needed. These should be readily forthcoming 
since Productivity is the harbinger of peace, plenty and 


Prosperity not only for India but also for the world as a 
whole. 


Bombay 


October,1985 KRISH PENNATHUR 
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1. The Frame 
That Would Not Fit 


Tama had two elder sisters. Sudha, 12 years old, was very 
bright in her studies. Her favourite subject was Mathematics. 
Usha, aged 10, was also a good student. But, she was more 
devoted to her hobby, which was photography. She had 
taken a number of pictures in black-and-white as well as 
colour. Her friends, her school-teachers and her relatives 
admired her beautiful photographs. 


Their uncle, Narayan was fond of all the three of tnem. He 
was greatly impressed by Usha's efforts at her hobby. He felt 
that her pictures were really first class. He used to call hera 
prodigy and often told her that she would make a famous 
photographer one day. ; 


On Usha’s birthday, uncle Narayan gave her a present. 
Bubbling with excitement, Usha opened the gift-wrapped 
packet. At the sight of a camera, her eyes widened with 
surprise and pleasure. She burst out joyously “Uncle, this is 
great! You have given me the present | had been dreaming 
about”. She hugged him and danced about him delightedly, 
holding the camera close to her. 


There was a bonus too. There were three rolls of colour film 
in the packet. 


During the next few days, Usha took several pictures with 
her new camera. While all turned out to be good 
photographs, the picture she had taken of Sudha stood out 
to be the best. 


Usha had a bright idea. She would enlarge the portrait of 
Sudha to size 20cm x 25cm, frame it and present it to Sudha 
on her birthday next week. 


She spent ten rupees from her pocket money and had the 
enlargement. made. The next task was getting a pretty frame. 
After along search, she found one to her liking. It was made 
of superior plastic, with a flat base for a stand. The snag was 


the price. The cost was 66 rupees. That was way beyond 
what she could afford. 


She returned home ina dejected mood. When Tama asked 
her why she looked so sad, she told him about her problem 
with finding a frame for Sudha’s portrait. Tama, sharp as 
ever, recalled that he had seen a frame similar to what Usha 
described in the second-hand dealer's shop. 


Tama took her to that particular shop. The frame had been 
used but it looked quite new and had no scratches. After 
some bargaining, the dealer sold it for nine rupees. Usha was 
very pleased. 


Back home, Usha tried to fit the picture in the frame. The 
picture slid in easily. The only hitch was the picture was 
broader than the frame by 1cm. 


Usha thought of reducing the width of the picture by 1cm, 
using a steel scale and an old razor blade. She remembered a 
Previous effort of hers in Cutting a sheet of paper with a 


blade. It had not come out neat. Trimming the picture 
required careful effort. 


Usha went to her father and sought his help. 


cito ME “Papa” she said 
this picture is 1ст too big. Can you cut of 


f 1 cm for me? | 
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have a steel scale and a razor blade.” The father was very 
busy, preparing notes for his office meeting the next day. “1 
have no time, Usha” he replied “Ask me tomorrow апа | shall 
attend to it.” 


Usha then went to Sudha for help. She said “Sudha, this 
picture is 1cm too large. Can you cut off 1 cm from it? | can give 
you a steel scale and a razor blade.” Sudha was working outa 
difficult mathematical equation. Impatiently she yelled out 
“Don’t disturb me, Usha! Don’t come anywhere near me for 
the next two days!”. 


Usha was miserable. Rather than be wretched at home, she 
thought she had better spend the evening with her friend 
Radha and walked across to her home. 


Tama, who had been watching Usha’s attempts to get Papa 
and Sudha to help her out, promptly set about reducing the 
picture’s width by 1cm. Using the blade and the steel scale, 
he neatly pared off the edge. He fitted the picture in the 
frame. It fitted correctly. He slid out the picture from the 
frame and left them on Usha’s table. ‘That would be a 
pleasant surprise for Usha’ he chuckled. Usha’s father 
finished his work after an hour. He then thought about 
Usha’s need for help. What had she wanted? A photograph 
needed trimming. It was 1cm too long, was it not? He went 
over to the children’s study room. He found the picture on 
Usha's table. Carefully using the steel scale, he cut off 1cm 
from the length of the photograph. ‘Usha should be pleased 
now’ he thought to himself. 


Sudha was working hard at her mathematical problem, 
sitting at the dining table. All of asudden, the answer flashed 
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in her mind. She worked briskly for ten minutes and solved 
the equations. She heaved a big sign of relief. Then she 
thought of Usha and her request. ‘Poor Usha, | was so rude 
to her’ she muttered to herself. She rushed across to Usha’s 
table and found the picture. What was it that Usha had 
wanted? The picture was too big by 1cm. Using the scale and 
the blade, she trimmed 1cm from the length and 1cm from 


the width. She felt very happy that she had done what Usha 
had wanted. 


Usha returned home well before dinnertime. She wentto her 
table and looked at the picture. It lookeda great deal smaller 
than before! She tried it in the frame. There was a gap, both 
lengthwise and breadthwise. The frame was too large forthe 
picture! ‘What had happened? Has the frame expanded? Has 
the picture shrunk?’ wondered Usha. Before, the picture was 
wider than the frame by 1cm. Now, the picture was smaller 


than the frame by 1cm both in length and in width! Usha was 
a very worried girl. 


During dinner, Usha hardly touched her food. When her 
mother asked why she was not eating properly, she burst out 
crying. In between sobs, she told her tale of woe as to how 
the picture had shrunk and was too small for the frame. 


Tama Promptly exclaimed 
width!”. The father explain 
С length. Sudha had a Sheepish look. Ina guilty voice she 
said “Usha, you said the pi 

thought it was 1ст too 

width. So, | pared off icm 
were not clear in saying 


“But, | cut off only 1cm from the 
ed that he had trimmed 1cm from 
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After dinner, Usha’s fatner took her out forastroll. With great 
affection and kindness he explained to her how her plan had 
gone wrong. He pointed out that she was not precise in 
stating her requirement. ‘1cm too big’ could mean anything. 
He and Sudha had understood it in different ways. When 
communicating, the information should be correct, precise 
and in some detail. “If you had, Usha, explained that the 
picture was wider than the frame by 1cm and, therefore, you 
wanted the width to be reduced by 1cm, there would have 
been no misunderstanding” explained her father in a very 
patient tone. “Also” he added “you had asked two different 


persons for help and there was no coordination between 
them.” 


“But, | didn't tell Tama. He also added to the mess!” 
protested Usha. “Ah, Tama was associated with you in 
buying the frame. You could have told him that the frame 
was a little narrow. He would have trimmed the picture in 
your presence and there would have been no need to 
approach either me or Sudha!” remarked the father. 


All was not lost. Usha's father mounted the picture on athick 
white paper which was cut to the exactsize ofthe frame. The 
picture was pasted on the papersothatthere 
1 cm at the top and the bottom and 
thought the picture looked much 
mounting at the back. 


was a margin of 
pcm at each side. Usha 


better with the white 
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2. The Size Of The Collar 


We had finished playing cricket in the park when Uncle 
Jayjee came along. He generally comes to meet us in the 
park two or three days in the week. As usual, we gathered 
round him and begged him totell us a story. “Let me rest fora 
while” he said “think of some interesting story.” 


He sat down on one of the benches, after dusting it with his 
clean white handkerchief. We all sat round him on the grass 
turf. Looking at our expectant and eager faces, he said “Well, 
what | am going to narrate to you is nota story but something 
that really happened to my younger brother.” 


“What was his name, Uncle” asked Govind. 


“Not ‘was’, you stupid. You should have asked ‘What is his 
name’. Гат sure he is still alive,” butted in Tama. 


“True, very true” remarked Uncle Jayjee “He is very much 
alive. Although, five years ago, he thought he would not live 
for more than six months.” 


We were all set to listen to his true story about his brother. If 
the brother had thought he would not live for more than half 
a year, surely there must have been some mystery attached 
to the story. 


Uncle Jayjee bagan his true story. 


“My younger brother was a very smart lad. He always stood 
first in his class. He won a gold medal when he passed his 
M.A. examinations. He was very good at sports too. He was 
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the captain of the college hockey team. After his M.A., he 
obtained his doctorate from the Bombay university.” 


“Uncle, what is his name?” asked Ramu. 


“His name is similar to yours, Ramu” replied Uncle Jayjee. 
“He is called Arjee.” 


“What does Arjee mean, Uncle?” continued Ramu. 


“Don't waste time asking silly questions, you dope” shouted 
Govind. 


“It is nota silly question, Govind” intervened Uncle Jayjee. 


“My name is Jai Gopal. People call me Jayjee after the 
initials of my first and middle names. His name is Ram Gopal 
and we call him Arjee” completed Jayjee. 


“Why did he become a doctor, Uncle?” piped in Kishen. 


“Well, he did not get a medical degree. He was awarded a 
Ph.D. degree. It stands for Doctor of Philosophy. His 
doctorate was in Economics,” explained Uncle Jayjee. 


“Let me continue with Arjee’s life story. After his doctoral 
degree, he applied for a job with the United Nations. Since 
he was a talented young man, he got selected without any 
difficulty. This was way back in 1960. 


“He was very good at his work. He evolved a number of 
schemes for the good of the poorer countries. He brought 
about a lot of improvements in the working of his own 
department at Geneva when he was attached to an organisation 
called I.L.O. 
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“His work was highly appreciated and he received rapid 
promotions. He had married a beautiful girl called Chandra. 
They had two children: a boy named Satish: and, a girl called 


Sumita. Life was bright and rosy for Arjee. Atleast, it was 
so, until 1979. 


“In 1979, he was attacked by bouts of giddiness and 
headache. Once, while walking along the corridor of his 
office building, he fainted away. 


“He consulted a number of doctors in Switzerland and 
Austria. Each one treated him for a brief while but gave up 
since the cause of his ailment could not betraced. He wentto 


London to consult the medical specialists in Harley Street. 
They could not help either. 


“As a last resort, Arjee went to the United States to Obtain 


expert medical opinion. The specialists there conducted all 
sorts of tests but to no avail. 


“Arjee asked the doctors to tell him frankly how long more he 


year’s long leave from the United N 


in a nice flat in Mayfair in London, along with his wife and 
two children. 


“He decided he would dress well, eat at the best restaurants, 


see as many plays and ballets as Possible and have a good 
time in the last few months of his life. 


“As a first step, he ordered three suits of high quality and six 
silk shirts. He went to the best tailor. When the tailor was 
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measuring him for the silk shirts, he said “My collar size is 
38cm, that is 15 inches.” The tailor said “I always believe in 
taking fresh measurements every time!”. When the tailor 
measured the collar size, it turned out to be 16 inches 
(40.6cm). He, the tailor, measured again. It was still 16 inches. 
Proudly, he announced to Arjee “Sir, your collar size is not 
15 inches. It is actually 16 inches! Didn't | tell you, Sir, it is 
always better to take fresh measurements every time?”. Arjee 
was very surprised. ‘Yes’ he thought ‘I have put on quite 
some weight over the years. Too much eating and no 
exercise at all!” 


“The shirts were tailored and the suits made. Arjee discarded 
his older suits and shirts and dressed only in the new ones. 
Within a month, his attacks of headache disappeared. He did 
not feel giddy any longer. He started feeling quite healthy. 
Another month went by. All his ailments had vanished 
totally. There were no headaches and no dizzy spells. 


“Arjee went to the best specialist in Harley Street in London. 
He was given a thorough examination and was declared 
fighting fit. 


“Arjee returned home and announced the good news to his 
family. They were all overjoyed. His wife said it was a 
miracle. Then, they began to discuss as to what could have 
caused the previous complaints. Was it the food? Or, was it 
the climate? Was it an act of God? What could it have been? 
They could not find any answer. 


“The next morning, Satish who was only 12 years old, went 
rushing into his parent's bedroom. “Daddy!” he shouted. 
“What is the matter, Satish?” asked Arjee. “1 think | have 


found what caused your headaches and dizziness” replied 
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Satish. “What was it?” asked Arjee and his wife, in chorus. 
“Well, Daddy, you said you thought your collar size was 15 
inches and that the tailor found it to be actually 16 inches, 
Isn't that so?” asked Satish. “Yes” was the reply from the 
father. “If you had been wearing collars one inch too tight all 
along, would it not prevent the blood flowing freely to your 


head? And, could that not have caused all these 
headaches?” asked Satish brightly. 


“Wisdom dawned on Arjee. He saw the force of the logic in 
Satish’s argument. He checked with the Harley Street 
specialist. He confirmed that it was the wearing of very tight 
collars that had caused all the trouble. 


Tama replied, “It is the Same thing that you hav 
us SO Often. Never take anythin 
past facts and figures. Things change from time to time. 
Whenever you plan to do something, even like Ordering new 


shirts, find out what the Present facts are, what the present 
measurements are! Am | right, Uncle?”. 


e been telling 
9 for granted. Don't go by 


“You are absolutely right” concluded Uncle Jayjee. “Always 
verify the facts as they exist now. Never go by past data. That 
is the only way you can plan and achieve successfully”. 


a 
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3. Working Smarter, Not 
Harder 


Shanta was the housemaid at Tama’s home. She had been 
with his parents for over 15 years. Apart from the normal 
household work, she had looked after Sudha when she wasa 
baby; then Usha when she was a tiny tot; “and then, Tama 
when he was a wee child. Shanta loved allthe three children. 


But, Tama was her great favourite. The children, in turn, 
adored her. 


It was last year that Shanta fell ill. She was in the hospital for 
well over a month. After that, she had to rest in bed in her 
cottage for two months. When atlast she recovered, she was 
very weak. She could do only very light work. 


Right through her illness, Tama's mother not only paid her 
regular monthly wages, but also took care of all the medical 
expenses. The hospital charges and the cost of medicines 
and tonics came to over two thousand rupees. But, Tama's 
mother paid these bills willingly and cheerfully because 
Shanta was more like a member of the family than just a 
servant. 


Shanta resumed her work at Tama's house after having been 
away for more than three months. She was still very weak 
and could do only light work for a couple of hours a day. 
Tama's mother, Sudha and Usha lightened her tasks by 
doing some of the harder jobs themselves. 
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Shanta was deeply moved by the kindness and affection 
shown to her by the whole family. More than that, she felt 
extremely grateful for the huge sum of money that Tama's 
mother had spent towards her medical bills. She felt slightly 
depressed at the thought that she had been such a great 
financial burden on the family. The more she thought about 
it, the stronger did she feel that she must somehow return 
the two thousand four hundred rupees that the family had 
spent on her illness. 


‘Where-from am | going to get this extra money to pay back 
to the family? In the weak state that | am, how will | be able 
to earn more? And, the doctors say thatitwould take another 
six months before | regain full health! | cannot wait all that 
long to return the money. What am | to do?’ thought Shanta 
with a heavy heart. 


One morning, when Shanta was brooding over these 
problems, Tama came and sat by her side on the east 
verandah steps. “Why look so gloomy?” asked Tama. Since ' 
Tama was her special favourite, she opened her heart out to 
him. “There is no need for you to pay back anything. What 
nonsense!” protested Tama. “You see, Tama, it isa matter of 
honour for me to return the money. May be, it is part pride 
and part honour. But, pay back | must.” Shanta asserted. “If 
you are so determined, | am sure will find a way!” said Tama 
with full confidence. 


The first glimmer of hope came to Shanta from Tama two 
days later. He informed her “Shanta Ji, You know, Uncle 
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Jayjee has got acow. The man who tends to her has gone 
back to his village. Uncle has not been able to find another 


person to look after her. Why don't you take up that job? He 
will pay you well.” 


“How about my work here?” asked Shanta. 


“No problem, atall!” said Tama. “You work here from7 to9in 


the morning. You can then go to Uncle’s house. It is on the 
way from here to your cottage”. 


“What is the work involved? | am not yet strong enough, as 
you well know” asked Shanta. 


“The work is not heavy. | asked Uncle Jayjee. You have 
to give her a bath every day. Then, you walk her to the 
meadow, which is only 100 metres from Uncle’s house. 


You let her graze for an hour and bring her back home. On 
the way, you are to buy asmall bundle of grass for her to feed 
on returning home. Oh, yes, you will have to milk herin the 
morning before you come here. And, again, in the evening 


about 5 O’clock. Would it be too difficult for you?” asked 
Tama. 


“No, | don’t think it would be hard. | can give ita try anyway” 
agreed Shanta. 


Shanta took up the cow-tending work at Uncle Jayjee’s 
place from the next day. The wages offered by Uncle Jayjee 
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were on the generous side. She found the work light and 
interesting. 


People in India respect cows. The cow is the giver of milk; 
out of milk we make curd, yoghur, butter, ghee, cheese and 
‘paneer’. Also, cowdung is a good raw material for bio-gas 
production. Hence, Indians, in general, feel very grateful to 
the cow. As a token of their appreciation, they would feed 
any cow they come by, a handful of grass if it is available 
nearby. Some would even buy a small bundle of grass from 
the market and feed it to the passing cows. 


One day, when Shanta was walking the cow back to Uncle 
Jayjee’s house, along with a bundle of grass, one gentleman 
stopped her. He wanted to buy a few blades of grass to feed 
the cow. 


“You don't have to buy it. You can have it for free. | have to 
feed her anyway!” said Shanta. 


“That would not be correct” replied the gent. “It is my token 
of offering to the cow. | must pay for it. How else could | show 
my appreciation of the cow?” 


Shanta gave him a dozen blades of grass. He paid her 50 
paise. Another Passerby saw this and he too bought a few 
blades of grass, paid 50 paise and fed the grass to the cow. 
This kept on happening all the way to Uncle Jayjee's house, 
till there was nothing left of the bundle of grass she had 
bought. She had paid one rupee for the whole bundle of 
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grass and she had collected 12 rupees from all the persons 
who had wanted to feed the cow. 


That evening,when she went to milk the cow, she narrated the 
morning's events to Uncle Jayjee and handed over the 12 
rupees to him. Uncle Jayjee roared with laughter. When his 
laughter subsided, he told Shanta “You have to feed the cow 
anyway and the cow has been fed. Not by you, l agree, but by 


24 other people. What difference does it make? So, the 12 
rupees are yours, not mine!”. 


Shanta was not quite satisfied. “You give me one rupee every 


day for the grass and | should notbe making 12 rupees out of 
it. The money belongs to you” she protested. 


After a great deal of argument, it was finally agreed that she 
would buy the grass out of her own money and keep for 


herself whatever she earned by selling it piece-meal. 


Apart from the pay she received from Tama's mother and the 
wages paid by Uncle Jayjee, she was earning over 10 rupees 


every day by selling grass to the people who were beholden 
to the cow. 


Shanta did not work harder. She worked smarter. She repaid 
the sum of 2,400 rupees in instalments in a matter of nine 
months. A year after that, she was able to buy the Cottage 
which she had taken on rent earlier. With the fresh air of the 


meadow where she grazed the cow,her health continued to 
improve and she became her Strong normal self once again. 
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4.A Failure Led To A New 
Idea 


It was Govind's birthday. Uncle Jayjee had invited us all to 
his big house for a tea party in Govind’s honour. He had 
asked us to be'at his place by 4 O'clock in the afternoon. 
Since he liked everyone to be punctual, we decided to 
assemble at the corner of his street latest by 3.50 p.m. and 
then proceed to his house. We would thus be at his house on 


the dot of 4 p.m. 


Everything went according to plan. Uncle Jayjee gave us a 
warm welcome. He patted our backs for having arrived 
punctually. We were glad that he was so pleased with our 
respect for his wishes. 


He took us to the dining hall. There, on the large polished 
table, were laid out all the goodies. Govind's favourite three- 
in-one icecream and fresh lime juice were preserved in the 
huge ice-box. We gathered our plates, Spoons and napkins 
and attacked the huge spread. 


Then, Uncle Jayjee brought a large cake with nine tiny 
candles stuck on it. He lit the candles and asked Govind to 
blow them all out with one puff of breath. We sang ‘Happy 
Birthday To You’ and Govind blew out all the candles at one 
go. It was a jolly party. 
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It was drizzling outside.We could not go out to the lawn and 
play. Ina way, we were glad. This would be a fine excuse to 
request Uncle Jayjee to tell us a story. 


We formed a half-circle around Uncle Jayjee and said in 
chorus “Uncle, please tell us a story!” Hesatdown onasofa 
chair and we sat down in front of him on the Kashmir carpet. 


Uncle Jayjee scartched his head and said “I can’t think of 
any story readily. Let me think for a while...Ah, scratching 
my head reminds me of another true story. It concerns my 
other brother, Kayjee.” 


Ramu promptly asked “Uncle, what does Kayjee stand for?”. 


Uncle Jayjee replied “His initial and middle names are 
Kishan Gopal. We call him Kayjee for short”. 


Govind prompted “The story, Uncle, please!” 


Uncle Jayjee began his story. “You remember | had told you 
a story about my brother Arjee? While Arjee was brilliant in 
his studies and very good at sports, Kayjee was totally 
devoted to Chemistry. He had a small laboratory at home. He 
would conduct all sorts of strange experiments. We would 
not go anywhere near his room because of the strange 
smells produced by his hobby work among his test tubes. 


“Kayjee passed his M.Sc. with Chemistry as his main 
subject. He passed in First Class*but did not get any gold 
medal like Arjee. Our father wanted him to join a big 
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chemical company. But, Kayjee, did not want to join any 
company. He wanted to work on his own. 


“With some help from our father, he rented out a small place 
in Market Street and set up a chemical laboratory. He would 
produce some rare chemical preparations and sell them to 
various chemical companies. Within six years, his business 
grew big. He hired a much larger place for his work. He 
repaid all the money father had advanced him. 


“In the course of his experiments, he worked out a formula 
for a hair oil. He produced a dozen bottles of this hair oiland 


distributed them among his friends for trail use. It 
one bottle. 


too got 
“lt used the hair oil given by Kayjee regularly every day. 
Within a month, | found that | was losing some hair. The hair 
oil was supposed to make the hair grow. lt seemed to have 
the opposite effect on me! | told Kayjee about this. He asked 


me to continue using it for another month. He said that 
sometimes the hair would fall in the beginning and then start 
to grow. 


“I tried the oil for another month. | was losing hair even more. 
Kayjee checked with the friends to whom he had given 
samples for trial. One and all complained that they were 
losing hair by the fistful! Kayjee became very worried. His 
dream of producing the finest hair oil that would make hair 


grow fast was shattered. The whole effort had resulted in 
total failure. 
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“Kayjee was very depressed for quite some time. He didn't 
eat properly. He slept very poorly. He began to lose weight, 
which worried our father and mother. Father advised him 
“Give it up. Forget about it. Start something else. One failure 
shouldn't let you down like this!” But Kayjee would pay no 
heed to father's advice. He kept on brooding over his failure 
to produce the best hair oil in the world. 


“It was about two weeks later, if | remember right, that 
Kayjee was browsing through an article in the magazine 
named Business World. He was turning the pages when the 
title of an article caught his eye. The article was on Turning 
Adversity Into Opportunity”. This got him...” 


“What does the big sounding title of the article mean, 
Uncle?” butted in Ramu. 


“The word ‘adversity’ means misfortune, difficulty, bad time, 
things going wrong. “Opportunity’ is a word you should 
know. It shows possibility of success, an opening for you to 
achieve something. Broadly speaking, the title means 
‘Turning a failure into a success”. Is it clear now?” explained 
Uncle Jayjee. 


“Yes, Uncle, | have understood now” replied Ramu. 


“As | was saying, this article got Kayjee interested” 
continued Uncle Jayjee. “He read the article once, twice and 
thrice. He read many examples where people had made the 
very causes of failure as the basis for success. 
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“Kayjee thought over his failure. The failure was that 
instead of hair growing, hair was getting removed. So? ‘Can | 
make this failure, that is the removal of hair, into a success?’ 
Kayjee wondered. 


“Kayjee-went for a long walk along the beach so that he 
could mull over the question. He paused and looked out at 
the sea. He was gazing into the horizon when a thought 


struck him: ‘Instead of making hair oil, why can’t | make a 
hair-remover?’ 


“The next day, he made detailed enquiries about the demand 
for hair remover. He found there was a good market for it. 


“Kayjee got busy in his laboratory. He made a list of all the 
items that went into the making of the hair oil. He studied 
each one to see which could have caused the falling off of 
the hair. At the end of the day, he was able to pin-point the 
mischief-maker—the one item that would loosen the hair 
from its root. He named it Chemical ‘K’, after his first initial. 


“With Chemical ‘K’ as the main base, he prepared a paste. He 
applied it over his forearm. The hairs on the forearm dropped 
away in five minutes! 


“He made 12 jars of this paste and distributed them for trial 
as hair-remover. The trial-users reported instant success. As 
word spread around, there were hundreds of demands for 
trial samples.Kayjee gave away 250 sample jars of paste. 
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“Within six weeks, orders for large quantities of jars of hair- 
remover paste were received by Kayjee. Astime wentby, the 
demand increased by many times. He had to open a small 
factory for the manufacture of the hair-remover. He gave ita 
brand name: ‘K Factor Depilatory’. Today, it is being 
exported to many foreign countries. 


“So, my lads, we have a lesson to learn from Kayjee. One 
should never feel defeated, however bad things may seem to 
be. The seed of a greatsuccess may lie in the reason behind 
a failure. Buck up, then, fellows and face the world bravely!” 
concluded Uncle Jayjee. 


33 


5. Value For Money 


Tama's mother was sitting in the dining room, gazing at her 


finger nails. The nail polish had chipped off in parts and the 
finger nails looked coarse. 


Tama, who had just come back from school, came to the 
dining room, eagerly looking forward to his cup of cocoa 
and some biscuits. He found it strange that his mother, who 
would be usually busy in the kitchen at this time of the 
evening, should be sitting on a chair, staring at her nails. 


“What is the matter, Mamma?” asked Tamaina worried tone. 


“Nothing, really, Tama” sighed his mother. 


“Then, why are you looking so dejected? Something must be 
the matter. Tell me, please!” appealed Tama. 


“Well, it is just that prices are going up day by day and little 
things cost a lot of money” she said. 


“What exactly are we talking about?” asked Tama. 


“Look at these nails of mine, for example. The nail polish has 
peeled off in patches. And, a small bottle of nail polish 


remover costs fifteen rupees. For that money | could buy 
three kilos of rice!” she replied. 


“Why don't you scrape it off with a knife? Shall | get youa 
used razor blade?” asked Tama, trying to be helpful. 
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“If | scrape it off with a knife or a blade, the natural gloss of 


the nails will be scrapped off. They will look rough.” the 
mother replied. 


“Mamma, | have an idea. Why don't you use Mehandi*? Our 
next door lady uses mehandi!” countered Tema. 


“It is very difficult to apply mehandi to the nail only. Actually, 
the whole finger tip will become red. | want just my nails 
polished; not the whole finger tip!” countered the mother. 


“Well, we will find some solution to the problem!” said Tama. 


The mother got up and went to the kitchen t 


o warm up 
Tama's milk. 


That evening, Tama did not go to play cricket. Instead, he 
went across to Uncle Jayjee's house. After 


some 
conversation over the day's events at school, Tama 
broached the subject of nail polish remover. “Uncle” he 


began “my mamma has some problem with removing the 
polish on her finger nails. She says that a small bottle of nail 
polish remover costs fifteen rupees. She doesn't want to 
spend that much. She thinks itis a waste. Is there 
cheaper which will remove the polish, without 
gloss off the nails?” 


something 
taking the 


Uncle Jayjee thought over the problem. He said “| don't 
know what else would remove the nail polish. But, wait a 


Mehandi is a paste made of grinding mehandi leaves. When applied to the tips of the 


fingers and toes, and left to dry for a while, it produces a red coloration which lasts 
for over a week. 
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moment. Let us ask the expert and find out what he can 
suggest!” 


“Who is the expert, Uncle ?” asked Tama. 


“Why, it is my brother Kayjee. Don't you remember my telling 
you about him at Govind's birthday party ?” reminded Uncle 
Jayjee. 


“Ah, Yes, | remember now. He is the famous Chemistry 
expert, isn't һе?” said Tama. 


Uncle Jayjee went over to the telephone and tried to call to 
his brother Kayjee. After some time, the operator rang back 
to say that Kayjee was not available. 


“Never mind” said Uncle Jayjee to Tama “I shall speak to him 
early tomorrow before he goes off to his factory or 
laboratory. Drop in before you go to school tomorrow 
morning and | shall let you know what he advises”. 


The next morning, Tama called on Uncle Jayjee. “We have 
got the problem licked, Tama!” announced Uncle Jayjee. “| 
rang Kayjee this morning. He gave me a simple solution for 
removing nail polish. He told me that a liquid called Acetone 
is as good as any fancy nail polish remover. Here, let me 
write the name of the liquid so that you don’t forget it”. 


That evening, on the way back from school, Tama went to 
the chemist’s shop and bought one ounce of Acetone. It cost 
him half a rupee which he paid for out of his pocket money. 
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On returning home, he told his sister Sudha of his proud 
achievement and showed her the bottle of Acetone. Sudha 
said “This bottle looks ugly. Mamma will not be greatly 
impressed with it. Why don't we transfer this to an empty 


bottle of nail polish remover? That bottle would look quite 
attractive!” 


“But, Sudha, wouldn't that be cheating?” asked Tama. 


“No. You tell Mamma that you bought nail polish remover 
and filled it up in the empty bottle on her dressing table. She 
will be happy not only with the liquid you have bought but 
also with the nice-looking bottle. You know, asfarasfashion 


items are concerned, the package or container matters as 
much as the contents”. 


“That is true” agreed Tama. “When you give someone a 


birthday present, it looks very much more attractive if it is 
wrapped in coloured paper and tied w 


ith fancy ribbon, 
doesn't it!” added Tama. 


Sudha helped Tama in transferrin 


g the Acetone to an empty 
bottle of Revlon nail varnish rem 


Over. 


During dinner that night, Tama left his 


mother and, with a deep bow, presented the bottle of nail 
polish remover to her. The mother was thrilled beyond 
measure. “Where did you buy it? How much did it cost? | 


hope you didn't spend all your Pocket money on it!” 
exclaimed his mother. 


Chair, went over to his 
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“As far as you are concerned, Mamma, money is no object” 
Tama said, giving his sister Sudha a broad wink. When his 
mother insisted on knowing how much it cost, Tama 
recounted the whole background. His mother was full with 
pride and joy. 

Tama's father chipped in saying “What you have achieved 
Tama is something even efficiency experts might not have 
thought of. Your approach to the problem is what we, in 
technical terms, call Value Analysis. lts aim is to find the 
right product, which will serve the purpose fully and which is 
attractive enough, at the lowest possible cost. You have 
done very well. It just goes to show that any technique for 
effecting improvement is more an attitude of mind!” 
concluded the father. 
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6. The Two Black Marbles 


Tama realy enjoyed going to school, During the summer 
vacation, the results of his Third Standard examinations were 
put up on the school notice board. He had stood first in his 
class. He also noticed that Goonda Ram too had got his 
promotion, although he was at the very bottom of the pass list. 


Goonda Ram was not realy his name. His name was Rajaram. 
But, he was such a great buy that all his classmates were 
mighty scared of him. He was very strong and very mean 
tempered. Sometimes, he would beat up students from the 
fourth and fifth standards if they did not give him whatever he 
wanted. He was a real terror in the school and even the 
teachers were a little scared of him and gave him a wide berth. 
Because of all this, his classmates gave him the nickname 
‘Goonda Ram’. Of course, no one dared to call him Goonda 


Ram to his face. 


So, when Tama saw that Goonda Ram had scraped through 
the examinations, he felt a wee bit unhappy. The new Fourth 
Standard class could have been so much pleasanter without 
the awful presence of Goonda Ram. 


While Tama was looking at the notice board with a frown on 
his face, Kishen joined him. He too looked at the pass listand, 
when he saw that Goonda Ram had been promoted, he 
screamed “Oh me gosh! Goonda has passed!” Tama tried to 
quieten him, lest Goonda Ram happened to be around. 


Kishen consoled himself by saying “What cannot be cured 
must be endured, | suppose!” To which Tama replied “We 
shall try to cure him”. 


The school reopened after the summer holidays. Tama and 
his friends joined the Fourth Standard class. They were all 
busy the first few days, buying books, notebooks, pencils, 
erasers, ball pens, scales and school bags. After a couple of 
weeks, they settled down to the routine of the new class. 


It was towards the end of August that Tama's uncle, Uncle 
Narayan, returned from one of his frequent foreign trips. This 
time, he had come back from New York, after attending a 
conference there. He brought gifts for Tama and his sisters 
Sudha and Usha. The present Tama got was a ball pen with 
four different colours: blue, red, black and green. 


The next day, Tama took the ball pen to his school and 
proudly showed off to his friends. Everyone admired the pen 


and told Tama how fortunate he was in having such a kind 
uncle. 


Goonda Ram walked up to Tama and, putting out his hand, 
said “Let me have a look at that pen”. All the joy went out of 
Tama. His face fell. He did not want to show the pen to 
Goonda Ram. But, how could he refuse? Much against his 
will, he handed over the pen to Goonda Ram. 


Goonda Ram examined the pen. He wrote a few words (full of 


spelling mistakes) with each colour of the pen. Then, he 
smiled one of his terrible smiles. 
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“| am going to take a bet with you” said Goonda Ramin a loud 
tone. “I don't want to take any bets” cried out Tama. “Never 
mind” continued Goonda Ram “We are going to take a bet. | 
have іп my pockettwo marbles. One is геа іп colour The other 
is black. | will hold them closed in my right hand. You will close 
your eyes and pick out one and keep it closed in your hand. If 
the marble you pick is a red one, | will give you my pencil. If it 
happens that you pick the black marble, then you will give me 
your new ball pen. Fair enough?”. 


Tama did not know what to do. If he should refuse to take the 
bet, Goonda Ram will beat him up. If he were to take the bet, 
Goonda Ram was bound to cheat. How woulld he cheat? 
Where is the trick? 'May be, both the marbles are black in 
colour. Then, whichever marble | pick, itwould be a black one. 
And, | would have to part with my new ball pen. There is no 
doubt about it; both the marbles must be black in colour 
mused Тата. How to outwit Goonda Ват? Suddenly an idea 


struck him. 


“All right” said Tana “but, like in all games, | would like to have 
a referee. Is it okay ?”. 


Goonda Ram was pleased with this easy success. He did not 
have a red and a black marble. Both were black. Whichever 
Tama chooses will be a black one. What does it matter if Tama 
opens his hand and shows the marble to a referee? ‘Good’ 
thought Goonda Ram ‘With a referee thrown in, all the boys 
will think | am a very fair-minded person’. 
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“| agree” said Goonda Ram “We will have the sports teacher as 
our referee. You will pick one marble, keep it closed in your 
hand and we will walk over to the sports teacher's gym. You 
can open your hand and showthe colour of the marble in front 
of him. All right? | am always a good sport!”. 


Goonda Ram took out two marbles from his pocket and kept 
them closed in his hand. Tama closed his eyes, picked one 


marble and kept it closed in his hand. He opened his eyes and 
said “Let us go to the gym”. 


Tama and Goonda Ram went to the gym, with all the other 


boys following them. They found the sports teacher practising 
at the parallel bars. 


` Goonda Ram explained to the sports teacher the full details of 
the bet. “Right” said the sports teacher “Open your hand, 
Tama, and let us see the colour of your marble!”. 


Tama cleared his throat and spoke out: “You see, Sir, itis like 
this. There were two marbles; one red and the other black. | 
picked one and held it in my hand. While walking over to the 
gym, my marble slipped from my hand, dropped to the ground 
and rolled away into the bushes. My hand was wet with sweat 
because of the excitement, Sir, and thatis why it slipped away, 


Sir”. 
Goonda Ram's face was red with anger. 


“We can still settle the bet, Sir” continued Tama. “There were 


two marbles, one red and the Other black. Let Goonda Ram 
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show the marble in his hand. If it is red, then mine must have 
been black. But if his turns out to be black, then surely mine 
must have been a red marble!” 


“That is very logical” said the sports teacher and asked 
Goonda Ram to open his hand and show the marble. 
Sheepishly, Goonda Ram opened his hand. It was a black 
marble that he had! 


“Obviously, Tama's marble must have been red” pronounced 
the sports teacher. “So, Tama has won the bet!” declared the 
sports teacher who was the referee. 


With a grim face and a bitter look, Goonda Ram handed over 
his pencil to Tama with poor grace. 


Much later, Tama told his pals “What cannot be cured need 
not be endured. We must always find a cure. If we think 
smartly, we can win, even against bullies like Goonda Ram!”. 
Kishen agreed heartily. “Thinking smartly isthe answer every 
time!” Kishen concurred. 


From that day, Goonda Ram never gave Tama and his friends 
any trouble. 
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7. Some Roads Lead You 
Quicker ў 


Although we play quite a lot and listen їо Uncle Јаујее'ѕ 
stories a great deal, we do really enjoy going to school. Now 
that Goonda Ram had been put in his place, life atschool has 
become much more pleasant. Our teachers are good and 
they take great interest in our learning. In particular, we like 
our Mathematics teacher, Professor Krishnaswamy He is 
next to the Headmaster and so he is really nota professor in 
our school. But, he had been a professor inacollege in Delhi. 
He left that place to come and settle down in our town which 
is actually his place of birth. Inorderto keep himself busy, he 
took up the job of Mathematics teacher in our school. He 
loves children and is very patient with all of us, but more 
specially with those who are not so bright. 


The great thing about the Professor is that he would always 
urge us to think in an original manner. ‘Creative Thinking’ he 
would call it. “You are all like railway engines” he would tease 
us “going along fixed lines. You must be like an aeroplane: go 
up in the air and fly in any direction and at any height you 
choose so that you can reach your answer soonest” 


He would often tell us that the human brain has two sides. 
The Left side brain and the Right side brain. “The Left side 
brain” he would tell us “is like the railway engine. It chugs 
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along fixed lines. It thinks in straight narrow ways, looking 
neither to the right nor to the left. It is like a horse wearing 
blinkers. The Right side brain is much smarter. It would look 
around in all directions. lt would search for the shortest and 
quickest means of finding the right answer to any problem. 


So, use your Right side brain more. Think sideways instead of 
blundering straight ahead.”. 


He would devote the last ten minutes of his classes to 
showing us examples of this ‘thinking sideways’. Actually, he 


called it ‘Lateral Thinking’. He was fond of using such 
impressive words. 


Towards the end of one of his classes, he set us a problem. 
“Do you boys know that every year there is a big tennis 
tournament at Wimbledon in London?” he asked. We all 
nodded our heads. “Well, then, here is a problem for you. In 
the Singles Championship tournament, there were 60 


players. By the way, do you all know what ‘Singles 
Championship’ is?” he asked. 


Ramu said “One tennis player playing against another player. 
Not two against two.” 

“That is right” said the Professor. “As | was saying” continued 
the Professor, “there were 60 players inthe competition. How 


many matches would have to be played before the winner 
claims the championship?” 


“Oh, it will take some time to work this one out, Sir. We have 
only eight minutes left of the class!” said Kishen. 
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“That is just the point” replied the Professor with a cheerful 

smile. “The answer should not take you more than a few 
seconds. That is, provided you do some sideways thinking!” 

he added. 


We were all busy making the players into pairs for the first 
round; then getting the winners into pairs for the second 
round and so on and so forth. There were only-two minutes 
left for the class to get over. We were nowhere near the answer. 


“Giving up?” asked the Professor. 


“No, Sir!” came up Tama. 


“Have you found the answer?” asked the Professor in 
surprise. 


“Yes, Sir!” announced Tama. 


“Come on then, what is the answer?” demanded the 
Professor. 


“59, Sir!” cried out Tama. 
“59 what, my lad?” asked the Professor. 


“Sir, 59 matches would have to be played before the 
Champion is declared the winner” replied Tama. 


“Very good, very good” nodded the Professor. “How did you 
come by this solution?” he asked. 
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“You see, Sir” explained Tama “there are 60 players. Each 
one, except the winner, would have to lose one match, at 
some stage or the other. Leaving out the winner, who would 
not lose any match, there are 59 players who woud have to 
lose one match and go out ofthetournament. So, 59 matches 
would have to be played for the Champion to be announced!” 


“Excellent” summed up the Professor “Excellent indeed. Do 
you now see the advantage of sideways thinking ? Or, whatis 
known as Lateral Thinking? If you had gone about the 
normal routine way, it would have taken you more than 10 


minutes to find the answer. Using the Right side of the brain, 
you get the answer in less than 10 seconds!” 
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8. Crossing The River 


SS Ee eee 


It was summer holidays. Tama had done very well in his final 
examinations. He hoped to get the first rank and was looking 
forward to entering the Fourth Standard class. He was 
spending his vacation happily. He would spend a few hours 
each day reading some of the text books of the Fourth 
Standard. In the afternoons, he would play cricket with his 
friends. After evening tea, Tama would either go for a walk or 
take part in a football game. 


One day, Uncle Jayjee came to watch Tama and his pals 
playing a cricket match against a boys’ team from a nearby 
colony. Tama’s team won the match by 33 runs. Uncle Jayjee 
shook hands with each member of the team. “I am very 
proud of you all!” said Uncle Jayjee. “To celebrate your 
victory” he added “| am going to take you boys ona picnic 
tomorrow” Tama and his friends were thrilled. After a lot of 
talk, it was decided that they would all meet at Uncle Jayjee’s 
house at 10 O'clock the next morning and from there go to the 
river bank. Uncle Jayjee said he would bring packed lunch for 
all of them. 


The next day, the children enjoyed themselves on the river 
bank. They played for a while. They went for a swim in the 
river. They talked a lot about the new classes they would be 
going into after the summer vacation. They were quite 
hungry when Uncle Jayjee opened the large picnic basket. 
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There was plenty to eat. The boys let out cries of delight when 


they saw icecream packs, chilled by ice, at the bottom of the 
hamper. 


After the huge lunch, Tama and his friends asked Uncle 
Jayjee to tell them a story. 


Uncle Jayjee said “| cannot think of a story right now. But, 
looking at the river, an interesting problem comes to my 
mind. If | tell you what the problem is, will you try to solve it?” 


All the boys eagerly raised their hands in agreement. 


Uncle Jayjee narrated the problem. “On this bank” he said 
“there is a tiger, there is a goat and there is a bundle of grass. 
You have to get all the three across the river to the opposite 
bank. There is a boat. But, you can take Only one across ata 
time: either the tiger or the goat or the bundle of grass. Also, 
remember, if you leave the tiger and the goat alone, the tiger 
will eat up the goat. If you leave the goat and the bundle of 
grass, the goat will eat the grass away. Now, then, how are 
you going to ferry them across so that all the three are on the 


other bank ?” 
“I will try first” shouted Ramu. 
“Go ahead" replied Uncle Jaylee. 


Ramu said “1 will take the goat to the other bank first”. 


Uncle Jayjee smiled and said “All right!”. 
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“Then, | comeback here and take the tiger in the second trip” 
continued Ramu. 


“What happens after that?” asked Uncle Jayjee. 


“I will come back and take the bundle of grass in the third trip” 
said Ramu. 


“No, no, you had left the tiger and the goat on the other bank. 
The tiger will have eaten up the goat!” shouted Kishen. He 
looked at the others with a big grin. 


Everyone was silently looking at each other. Govind started 
with an answer. But, he gave up halfway. His solution left the 


goat and the bundle of grass. The goat would make a feast of 
the grass. 


‘What, are you all giving up?” asked Uncle Jayjee with raised 
eyebrows. 

“Uncle, give me a couple of minutes” 
screwed up his eyes and did some heavy 
it” Tama said with great pride. 


pleaded Tama. He 
thinking. “I have got 


“Come, let us have your answer” coaxed Uncle Jayjee 


Tama started. “I will take the goat across first,” 
“It is done” encouraged Uncle Jayjee. 


Then Tama thought for a few Seconds. “I will take the tiger 
across next” he added. 
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“Good, what then ?” asked Uncle Jayjee. 


Tama smiled. “I will bring the goat back on the return trip” he 
remarked smugly. 


“Very good. What next?” asked Uncle Jayjee helpfully. 


“I will leave the goat on this bank and take the bundle of grass 
to the other bank” continued Tama. 


“Go on! You are on the right lines” nodded Uncle Jayjee. 


“After that, it is simple. | will come back and take the goat 
across!” concluded Tama with a victory grin. 


“That's the ticket” said Uncle Jayjee, approvingly. 
“What ticket, Uncle ?” asked Gopu. 


Uncle Jayjee explained. “That is the ticket is an expression. It 
means that it is the right answer”. 


“| am proud of you, Tama” praised Uncle Jayjee. Then he 
added “Listen, my dear boys. Some problems are easy to 
solve. Some are not. But, do not give up. Think, think and 
think again. If the answer does not come to you, put the 
problem away at the back of your mind. Take it up the next 
day Very often, the solution will come to you like a flash, if 
you do not worry about it for a while” Й 


The boys sat in silence, thinking over what Uncle Jayjee said. 


After a pause, Uncle Jayjee continued “Of course, this was a 
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small problem. There were only three things you had to worry 
about: the tiger, the goat and the bundle of grass. But, there 
could be problems where there are very many things to be 
kept in mind. For that, there are special methods. You will 
learn about them when you go to college”. 


“What is that method called ? Uncle.” asked Tama. 


Uncle Jayjee laughed. “The term will sound strange te you. It 
is called Operational Research. Do not get scared by big 
words. It is also called O.R. for short. ‘O.R.’ should be easy 
and simple to remember.” 


The boys tossed around the term 'O.R.' for some time and 
liked the sound of it. Tama said he could not wait till he learnt 
all about O.R. and Uncle Jayjee told him “All in good time, 
son. Wait till you get to college!”. 


Full of cheer and energy, the boys thanked Uncle Jayjeefora 
wonderful picnic and returned to their home. 
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NPC PERIODICALS 


PRODUCTIVITY (Quarterly) 


Research-based journal providing techno-managerial expertise (Annual 
Subscription: Rs. 40.00—U.S. $ 20.00) 


ENERGY MANAGEMENT (Quarterly) 


Journal disseminating critical data, relevant information and technical studies 
on the production and utilisation of various forms of energy (Annual Subscript- 
ion : Rs. 40.00—U.S. $ 20.00) 


PRODUCTIVITY NEWS (Monthly) 

A stimulating and informative monthly highlighting productivity programmes 
and activities (Annual Subscription : Rs. 18.00—U.S. $ 9.00) z 
MAINTENANCE (Bi-monthly) 


Journal depicting news features on maintenance and repair, tribology, 
corrosion control, signature analysis and condition monitoring, maintainability 
and reliability, product design, material handling (Annual Subscription : Rs. 


45.00—U.S. $ 22.50) 
UTPADAKATA (Monthly) 


An informative Hindi journal specially devoted to the development of workers 
and supervisors (Annual Subscription : Rs 6.00—U.S. $ 3.00) 


Complete catalogue of NPC publications can be supplied on request. 
Place your order with :— 
Business Management Section 
Nationa! Productivity Council 
Utpadakata Bhavan 
5-6, Institutional Area 
Lodi Road, New Delhi-110 003 


Note : Remittance through cheque/demand draft/l.P.O. drawn in favour 
of National Productivity Council. 


E ЕНЕ ee NE Е. 


DURING WORKING HOURS 
DON'T WASTE TIME 


